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WE'D HAVE NOTHING TO HANG OUR HOPES ON 

(IF IT WERENT FOR GALLOWS HUMOR) 



I was riding down the highway in a Toyota 
van when Shimo took my Sharpie and 
started writing on my hand. It was only fair - 1 
had scrawled Xs on his hands the day 
before. He drew for a few moments and then 
asked me if I knew what the characters 
meant. Of course I didn't - in Japan, I'm 
completely illiterate. He looked at me and 
said it means dreamer. And it hit me like a 
brick between the eyes. 

It seemed to sum up everything about me 
that needs to be said. I dream. I hope. And I 
don't really have any reason to do either. 
After all, it's been a hard few years. I won't 
make the absurd argument that difficult times 
justify the demise of optimism, but it certainly 
hasn't been easy to keep it alive. Yet 
somehow, I manage. 

Since the big things that nourish optimism 
are few and far between, I find sustenance in 
daily life - everything from the birds outside 
my window that wake me up in the morning 
to the songs I hear on the radio. Life is 
simply too short not to find beauty in our 
surroundings. 

I will never forget a conversation I had with 
Dave Quinn about this, about four years ago. 
He and I were standing on Kettner Boulevard 
near his van. The Velvet was closed for the 
night and we were talcing, staring out over 
the airport. He told me about a tour he had 
been on in Colorado when he slept in the 
back of the van in sub-freezing weather, only 
to wake up to a sunrise in the Rockies. 
"Nature never lets you down," he said. He 
was right then. He still is. 

I don't mean that life is sweetness and light. I 
still get savagery depressed. I still find myself 
tearing through my record collection at three 
in the morning, looking for a song that will 
chase the blues away. I understand on a 
very personal level what Robert Johnson 
meant when he sang "Hellhound on my Trail" 
- evenings like this one, it means there's 
something behind me, something dark, 
something I don't want to see. I may run as 
hard as I can, but sooner or later, I have to 
stop to rest because I'm exhausted. And it 
still usually feels like it's gaining on me. 



I do the best I can on those nights. I read. I 
take baths. I turn off the lights and soak in 
steaming hot water. I write. I usually feel like 
the words bleed out of me; they must 
because I hurt too damn much not to be 
wounded. Despite the graveyard shifts when 
I don't sleep, I yearn for better days. I 
remember times when I was happy. And I 
understand that suffering not only builds 
character, it is perhaps the best catalyst for 
revolutionary change. 

I don't enjoy these feelings and nights, no 
matter how productive I may be during these 
long hours. Typically, my mood gradually 
progresses from sorrow to bitterness to 
anger, pausing at appropriate moments to 
allow for the subtle emotional shadings, 
changes that seem to be as natural a 
progression as summer turning to fall, and 
as logical as shifting from second to third. 
And as Russell Banks once wrote, "Rage, for 
better or worse, generates a future." 

But here's what really matters at times like 
this - it's acknowledging these conflicting 
emotions, reconciling them and slugging 
through anything in my way. It's knowing that 
pain is just another way to say that I have to 
change, and that when I wake up, the sun 
will still be shining through the eastern 
window, no matter where I decided to crash. 

And that's part of what life is - a Euclidian 
combination of constants to provide 
emotional anchors and variables that math 
teachers couldn't begin to explain, a system 
of obscure theorems and corollaries written 
in a dead language with no Rosetta Stone in 
sight. And like every other asshole with a 
philosophical bent who wants to write about 
the Money Concepts, I'm getting the story 
wrong and leaving most of it out. 

I don't think it's any secret to anyone who 
knows me that I'm rarefy satisfied with how 
things are. I always want more - more 
volume, hotter food, faster songs, longer 
sets, more coffee. An ex-girlfriend of mine 
once told me that I crave intensity, and she's 
right. Life is too short and I want to bum. 



Hazy silver light turns gold on the tarmac, turning luggage carts and water 
alike into gleaming 24 karat beauty. Fumes shimmer in the setting sun. And 
this is what I've been waiting for - anticipation and energy enough to chase 
whatever comes along as far as it can go. Is it strange to look at life's 
limitless potential and still find it confining? Everything is finite and time often 
seems like a two-bit cutthroat alley thief, stealing moments and stretching 
them into years. There is little to be gained by mounting an insurrection 
against the oppression of end points, but I raise my black flag anyway. It is 
true that I'm a sucker for lost causes, that I swim against the current, that I 
run into headwinds, that I believe even walls will give way if I only push hard 
enough. Time is neither an enemy nor a friend; it is more like an 
unsympathetic proctor, ensuring that the tests are collected at the end of the 
allotted hours and that no one cheats - or at least that the foolish get caught. 



REVOLUTION BEGINS IN THE MIRROR. 



There's been a revolution brewing in my head since I was a kid. Six strings 
and half as many chords have always been a declaration of independence to 
me, so much so that I still flail away at my guitar every chance I get, even 
though I've never gotten any better. I pull the strap over my shoulder and 
plug in, turn the volume and gain all the way up and try like hell to play 
something that sounds like the noise I hear in my head when I'm going to 
sleep or singing to myself. I walk through the streets alone, a ready grin for 
any friendly face, always searching for something new. Not so long ago, I felt 
incredibly old - 1 still joke about it I felt aged beyond my years and jaded 
beyond my dreams, disenchanted and disenfranchised. I had forgotten what 
I loved and what renewed me, what made me feel alive again. IVe only just 
begun to remember, but it seems that my feet are predisposed to dance in 
celebration because they already know the path that I feel compelled to 
follow. This is my community, a loose-knit fellowship of like-minded outcasts. 
This is my home, anywhere that Les Pauls ring out in triumphant rejoicing 
over everyday life. And this, to me, is freedom. Power chords have always 
been a clarion call to arms in my life. And my revolution of the moment is all 
but over. The years of inactivity peeled away and the voice that grew rusty 
with disuse is screaming again. It was a private revolution, yet a necessary 
one. I had forsaken what I knew for love; while it may be true that there is no 
greater sacrifice, it is equally true that there is no sacrifice which makes less 
sense than exchanging a love that is ultimately life-affirming for one that 
promises only a growing feeling of discontent and having been cheated in 
the process. And isn't rage against injustice and raw deals always the cause 
of revolution? Doesn't hunger foster a spirit of rebellion that lingers until the 
soul and stomach are full? I thought I was feasting but my emaciated 
stomach and heart knew the truth - 1 was wasting away. They rebelled and 
declared war upon my complacency and in the struggle, I slowly began to 
wake up. I realized where I had been and what I had been doing and joined 
in. Now pillars of smoke climb as fires slowly bum out. I can look back and 
see nothing but scarred earth and ash where battles were fought, and realize 
that, while this revolution was anything but bloodless and I shall bear the 
scars for the rest of my natural life, everything turned out for the best. I'm 
stronger now - stronger still due to the grace and support of my friends, the 
only family I have left. A fire bums inside me again, a fire I once thought was 
extinguished forever. I no longer feel like a partisan in my own life; those 
days are over and the rebels have come down from the hills to join in the 
celebration, shooting their pistols and drinking from the jugs of wine that we 
pass around in the spirit of friendship. Revolutions now and again are 
necessary; the blood they spill provides fertile ground for growth and change. 
My eyes are wide open again and though I may still be bruised and bloody, I 
know my heart is strong and I'm exactly where I need to be. 






o 




So here I stand, nearing the end of all the shit I've gone through over the 
past few years - unbroken and still defiant 10 years of learning how to rebel, 
1 of being forced into partisanship and 17 more of practice, with plenty of 
opportunity. I can't remember the last time I didnt go against the grain, that I 
didn't bet against the odds, knowing I'd get cut Trying anyway. Nothing worth 
doing is easy. Even so, I've been lucky. Those 28 years gave me the gift of a 
burning heart, yearning for better times, that carried me through the worst 
ones. Hard luck yielded strong friends who are closer than any brothers or 
sisters ever could be, no matter how many miles are between us. We don't 
need to see what lies ahead anymore; we just lock amis and move straight 
on til morning. 

OPEN UTTER TO NO ONE IN PARTICULAR. 

I had stopped at a small coffee counter in the Portland airport for some 
espresso. I ordered my usual double and the guy behind the counter told me 
a large usually comes with four. What was I going to do? Turn it down? While 
he pulled shots, we chatted. I saw a copy of Zinn's "People's History" on the 
counter behind him and I told him about my visit to the Ludlow Massacre 
monument. For his part, he told me about the stand's sale to a coffee 
conglomerate. "If II be like Starbucks soon enough," he said. "You'll get 
singles and doubles." Therein lies the value of Independence - being free to 
give four shots of espresso to someone who's about get on a plane and only 
charge them for two. As It turned out he told me my drink was on the house. 
Maybe it was the conversation. Maybe It was my appreciation of the quantity 
of espresso in the drink. And maybe It was just a middle finger to the new 
corporate owners. Whatever the reason, I tipped him well and went on my 
way, burning my mouth with every alp. 

EQUALIZER. 

Life Isn't fair. I seem to be running Into a substantial number of people lately 
who think It's supposed to be. It's not fair that their relationship ended, that 
they have a mean boas, that they donl like how their life is turning out 
because they were supposed to be successful - whatever the fuck that 
means - and they feel like they're failing. K just tent fair. And what every last 
one of them falls to realize is that unfairness is the point of life. As I've gotten 
older, I've come to realize the value of fighting for everything, even the lost 
causes - especfa/V the k»t causes. Everyone has been through hard times - 
some harder than others but all equally trying. In my case, IVe buried my 
family, IVe walked away from destructive relationships and not looked back, 
IVe helped friends move to other cities and gone for years without seeing 
them. It Isn't fair, but an the tough breaks made me who I am today, and I feel 
like I got the beat of the deal. I love hard times because they force me to 
change and take a stand, and I find out who my real friends are when I'm 
getting the hell kicked out of me. Can I even begin to explain what a gift that 
Is? In three years of stripping away family, friends and lovers, IVe had no 
choice but to figure who I am and what I do, what's Important to me and what 
I can do without. IVe spent weeks alone, not really talking to anyone. IVe 
lived like a monk, getting my head straight and getting ready for what cornea 
next. I donl wake up hi the morning and wonder who I am or what I want 
anymore. I don't wonder why I'm doing what I'm doing. After everything IVe 
been through, I wake up In the morning and jump out of bed, ready to move, 
ready to bum. I wake up hoping that life decides to put obstacles in my way 
because I know I can go around them, over them, under them or straight 
through them and nothing will stop me. Hard times harden muscles, sharpen 
minds and yield warmer hearts. Hard times make us stronger and, if we hold 
true to our Ideals, better people. Frankly, I don't want It any other way. 
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"WE'RE A LUKEWARM rEOPLE FOR ALL OU1 FEAST DAYS 
AND HARD WORK. NOT MUCH TOUCHES US, BUT WE 
LONG TO BE TOUCHED WE LIE AWAKE AT NI6HT 
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VISION. OUR CHILDREN FRIGHTEN US IN THEIR 
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LUKEWARM UKE US. ON A NIGHT UK! THIS, HANDS 
AND FACES HOT WE CAN BELIEVE THAT TOMORROW 
WILL SHOW US ANGELS IN JARS AND THAT THE WELL- 
KNOWN WOODS WILL SUDDENLY REVEAL ANOTHER 
PATH' JEANETTE WINTERSON 

THE ONLY REVOLUTION THAT INTERESTS ME IS ONE 
THAT WILL GIVE MORE PEOPLE MORE COMPREHENSION 
Of THEIR HUMAN POSSIBILITIES AND THEIR HUMAN 
OBLIGATIONS.- WALLACE STEGNER 

"SITTING HERE WAITING, I GOT TO KNOW MY POWER. 
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DO DAMAGE. THERfLL BE MORE THAN SMOKE IN MY 
PETARDS." JACK LONDON 

"YOU CANT JUST SCREAM AND HOLLER ALL YOUR UFE. 

YOU HAVE TO STEP BACK A MINUTE, LOOK AT YOURSELF 
AND SAX YEAH, I AM FUCKED.' AND TRY TO CHANGE 
II" NOB MOULD 









I interviewed guitarist Chris Wollard of Hot Water Music before an amazing 
show with Elliott. HWM's music, like Avail's songs, made me realize that punk 
still makes me feel something that I can't describe. Talking to Chris only 
cemented that belief. I don t put any faith in horoscopes, but I've saved mine 
from the next day because it summarized how I feel about the interview in a 
lot of ways: The spiritual arena takes precedence after yesterday's main 
event. Recapture the sacredness in everyday routines and rituals. Don't take 
loved ones for granted." 




One of the first things I wanted to 
ask you about was the Pegboy 
sticker In the photo that's in the 
liner notes to "Finding the 
Rhythms." Are you guys big 
Pegboy fans? 

Chris: It's kind of hard not to be, 
right? They're a great band and 
Naked Raygun was a great band. 
We got to play with them a long time 
ago. They're great guys, very cool, 
and very down for hanging out. 
They're very friendly people. 
I've only seen them once and 
Larry accidentally punched me In 
the nose. 

Chris: So you're not a big fan. 
Oh, I'm a huge fan. I bought him a 
shot afterward to say thanks. 
Anyway, I first got Into you guys 
through the Leatherface split and 
then got everything I could find. 
The thing that really grabbed me 
about the music was this sense of 
optimism that runs through all the 
songs. 

Chris: I donl think it's necessarily 
anything we really try to put into our 
music. It's just the way we try to live. 
We always try to find the good in a 
situation. We try to find our way 
through it, so obviously that's what 



would come out in a song, you know, 
trying to find what will save us. 
Take "Our Own Way." I thought 
about my life and nights when I 
was walking home alone and 
singing to myself and It reminded 
me of times when singing along 
seemed like the only thing that 
would keep me going. 
Chris: Ifs actually a song about me 
and my old lady. Ifs a song about us 
two. It's not really a song about 
being alone. It's about not paying 
attention to the rest of the world. Ifs 
about living our lives together, the 
way that we want to, and fuck 
everybody. Let it roll right off you. 
That's what that's about, but I know 
what you're saying, 
it sounds similar to what I get 
from other songs because It 
sounds like they're about a really 
tight community. 

Chris: Yeah, it is. Thaf s the way our 
band works. We won't do this band 
unless we're all good friends. That's 
the way we live. We have a family 
and ifs a very big family, like 
Leatherface, Ann Beretta, Avail. 
These are our friends, these are our 
brothers, these are our sisters and 
this is the way we live. I mean, were 



So I thought that was where it ended - at the Belly Up Tavern, an over-priced 
watering hole for middle-aged surf yuppies, listening to Megadeth's last good 
album, waiting to see Down By Law. Considering how integral Down By Law 
had been to the zine, it was only fitting, even though it wasn't the place for 
them and it certainly wasn't the place for me. I have about as much to do 
with bars that have hardwood floors as I do with mirrored balls. Not my 
scene. I had gone to dinner with Dave and Keith earlier, we talked a bit and 
caught up on old times, then discussed the new ones. It was their last show 
of the tour and, I thought the last time I would see them before the zine 
came to its close. Even then, I knew there was something wrong about 
ending it like that. I knew that drawing STM to a close at a venue where no 
one felt at home and a show that none of us belonged at would have given 
the lie to everything it meant to me and everything I stood for. DBL belonged 
at an all-ages venue and I had hated the Belly Up for years, hated the small- 
minded attitudes and posturing and nostalgia for bands that its patrons didn't 
pay attention to in the first place. And so I waited, half listening to the bad 
metal they played to cater to the 'punks.* I waited for the sound of real punk 
rock to come storming through the speakers and replace the bullshit that 
found fertile ground in unquestioning ears. I waited to hear the chords in 
which I always found myself made anew. Most of the people there went to 
see the Buzzcocks, to hear "Orgasm Addict." I went to see one band and 
waited at the metal security railing, knowing that I'd go home with a bruised 
rib cage and pulled muscles, a sore neck and ringing ears. I waited, knowing 
that when DBL took the stage, I would start dancing. I'd start singing like I 
wrote the words because art doesnl exist in a vacuum. Art is only real when 
other people see it or hear it or touch it - when they feel it like a hard punch 
to the gut that knocks the wind out of them. Their reaction expands its 
meaning. In other words, when we sing along, even if and especially if we 
cant sing, we make that song ours. Consider it a gift. We all give music our 
own meaning. I used to get angry when songwriters wouldn't discuss explicit 
meanings; now I thank them for it. These songs belong to the band and me 
and you. They have crossed the boundary from "theirs* to "ours." And this is 
the greatest degree of honesty I'm capable of, admitting that I've been wrong 
in my approach to music for years, because when DBL played 
"Independence Day,' the song took on entirely new meanings as I screamed 
along - "Don't worry about me mom and dad/ 'Cause I'll be okay.' They are 
meanings that I'm sure Dave Smalley didn't intend, but that came through 
loud and clear to me and raised my heart like a fucking black flag of rebellion 
and resistance at a time when it felt too heavy to ever pick up again. 

WEKNOWTHENIGHl 

I crave connection, getting into a conversation with someone I don't know so 
I can learn new things and exchange ideas, or maybe discover a reflection of 
my own thoughts and dreams. When I was in Sendai, I wound up talking 
with a punk named Yutaka. We drank beer for hours and talked about The 
Replacements, but we were really talking about our lives through talking 
about the 'Mats. We talked about why we like them - the way they articulate 
loneliness, confusion and being totally clueless about girls - the inference 
being that we are lonely and confused. I can only presume that he didn't 
have a girlfriend either because when the clear gray light of dawn broke, we 
were still sitting on the sidewalk, drinking beer and talking. I felt connected 
that night. We shouted out "Bastards of Young" and "Alex Chilton,' we sang 
"Waitress in the Sky" and Talent Show" and I felt like I had found another 
brother in arms. Same problems. Same solutions. Same goddamn sorrows 
to drink away. 










Driving through Portland - sitting in traffic, more to the point, Lee Morgan on 
the radio and the sun shining down on me. Morgan fades to shuffling hip hop 
beats, my tongue still stings from an espresso burn. I'm completely wired, 
ideas scorching through my head like silver contrails of Hght and words 
bursting like fireworks in my cortex, and almost in tears from the beauty of it 
ad as my heart swells with wonder. I'm coming home with Howard Zinn and 
Nelson Akjren, an allergy attack and a belly full of caffeine. I won't sleep for 
hours, but IVe got a pen and paper and books that can change my life In the 
passenger seat. As I was walking around downtown just now, I realized that 
every shitty thing that ever happened to me has had one result, and the 
same one - eventually - each time, it has made my heart grow larger, just 
wide enough to take In a little more pain and feel compassion for the person 
who caused it, just wide enough to listen to people who are hurting and offer 
some compassion and empathy. The blues can only have two effects - they 
either harden a person and turn them bitter and cold, or make a person that 
much more sympathetic and kind. One way In ... two ways out. And only one 
of them worth taking. 

TORN ON THE GODDAM N HEATER IF YOU HAVE COLD FEET 

I just celebrated ex day. I don't anticipate celebrating It again; at least, not on 
the same day. In fact, I donl want to celebrate it again, but if I ever do, it wiH 
fall on a different day and for different reasons. This year, it happened to 
coincide with Memorial Day; frankly, it doesn't really deserve that kind of 
significance. Ex day is a name I gave to a day of remembrance. It's just my 
way of putting the past in its place and letting it be, of walking away from a 
weight that IVe carried for too long as it is, and the nature of the burden 
should be evident from the name. I celebrated ex day at the beach with a 
letter that I never Intended for her to see and a book of matches. I wished 
her luck and happiness in my uneven handwriting, put It in an envelope with 
the last remaining picture that I had of her, and held a flame to It until it 
caught fire. I watched the envelope and Its contents bum, curt Into ash and 
drift into the wind. As the last embers burned out, a single seagull flew out of 
the darkness and into the light of the sodium lamps, wheeled once and 
disappeared again. 









THIS IS WHAT WE TALK ABOUT WHEN WE TALK ABOUT LOVE. 



For days, I have been enjoying the confidence that accrues only to the 
foolhardy, the drunk and the insane, yet I am as sober as I can be, save for 
excessive (for most people) amounts of coffee. My heart is open and, as 
Dave Quinn says, I'm an emo pussy. My heart is on my sleeve; I couldn't 
have It any other way. And Isn't a heart better to wear in that location than a 
handkerchief? Is It better to joust like Don Quixote or a knight of the Round 
Table? For my lot, I'll take windmills and a broken down mule over lust and 
cloth. I'll take friendship over fleeting intimacy, no matter how foolish the 
plots and goals of friends may prove to be. Those plans yield a fresh crop of 
hope, no matter how unrealistic or distant it may be; reaping such a harvest 
is far more rewarding than any number of nights filled with tender sighs and 
moistened lips. Love all too frequently ends in betrayal and suffering, while 
attacking palm trees that made snide comments In passing results in 
laughter, even years later. Everyone needs a Sancho Panza; the same 
cannot be said for Guinevere. 



on the road for half the year, at least. These 
are the people we live with. These are the 
people we rely on to help us out. That is 
totally it and that's what I'm saying. We don't 
really try to put anything through the songs 
except for our everyday philosophies and our 
everyday lives. That's what it is. It's our 
family. We are our family and optimism is the 
way we try and look at things. We try not to 
get down and depressed about everything. 
We try to find the way out. 
Yeah, and there's something else. Your 
songs seem political, but only In the 
sense that they're personal politics. It's 
not like you're singing "Fuck the 
government" 

Chris: Yeah, it's our personal politics. We 
write about what pisses us off and we write 
about what we love and sometimes that gets 
into politics and sometimes it has nothing to 
do with it. but that/ s totally what it is. It's our 
personal philosophies. This is our image of 
our life. 

I'm really glad to hear you talking about 
bands like Ann Beretta and Avail. Ann 
Beretta's "Bitter Tongues" still blows me 
away. 

Chris: They're a great band. We've known 
them for a while, from when they were in 
Inquisition, and they're a great fucking band. 
I just heard their new stuff and it's awesome. 
They just did a couple of new songs for 
some comps. They just keep getting better 
and better. They're a great band. 
Going back to your friendship as a band, 
I had heard that Hot Water Music actually 
broke up for a few months. 
Chris: Yeah, we broke up and that's why we 
broke up. Wb went on the road for too long. I 
mean, we were gone for 8 months. 8 1/2 
months, something like that, on and off. We 
lost our home lives and we were just getting 
really irritable and bitter. After that long, you 
kind of start getting sick of people and when 
a problem comes up, you don't really want to 
talk to these people about it because you 
see them every day and you just want to get 
away and deal with your problems and you 
can't do that. We started fighting a lot. 
arguing all the time. We were getting up 
onstage and singing about everything we 
were just talking about, but we'd get done 
and we'd be arguing and not happy and not 
Irving what we were singing about So we 
were like, This is bullshit. This is total 
bullshit for us to get up there and pretend 
anything. So fuck this. It's over." 
So you broke up Instead of being 
hypocrites. 



Chris: Yeah. W9 were like, "I don't want to 
sing songs that I'm not sure we all are 
behind* So we totally broke up. We finished 
the tour - we were in Europe, we had to 
finish the tour - so we just finished that, 
cancelled everything else, came back home 
and we didn't talk to each other for like three 
months. We had one final show. We started 
practicing for that and hanging out. We all 
had done a lot of soul-searching and got 
happier with ourselves so that when we saw 
each other, we were getting along again. We 
all understood each other, we all understood 
our place and it just seemed kind of obvious 
that we were ready to be a band again. 
It almost sounds like you split up so you 
could stay friends. 
Chris: Yeah, that's the thing. This band 
started as a friendship and it's not going to 
continue if if s not a friendship. That's totally 
what it is. We had to keep being friends and 
we knew that if we kept being a band, we 
would end up hating each other forever. So 
we were like, "Fuck this." If s not that 
important, you know? It's really not that 
important. It's not more important than our 
friendship, so we cut it off. 
All of this stuff seems tied together and 
this seems to tie back Into the lyrics. To 
me at least, it seems like a lot of your 
lyrics are more old school • there's a lot 
more about unity and changing yourself 
and keeping yourself strong so you can 
change the world. 

Chris: Well, that's what we grew up with. I 
mean, it's not necessarily what we're trying 
to do. We're just singing the words that we 
know in the way that we know how to say 
them. We're not trying to sugarcoat anything 
or act tough or angry, or anything. We're just 
singing what we feel like singing, what 
makes sense, what helps us out. And it does 
all tie together because it's all about our 
lives. Every song is a different aspect of our 
lives. It's a storyboard of the last five years. 
It definitely ties together. We got from song 
to song because of the song before it. It's a 
story. It's all linked together. It might sound, 
lyrically, like it's a little older. I donl know. 
They're just the words that make sense, I 
think, to the ideas. 

It seems like you're Just suggesting that 
people keep their minds and eyes and 
hearts open. 

Chris: Yeah. I don't think I should be telling 
anybody to do what I do or anything. Do 
what makes you happy. Do whaf s good for 
you. Follow your path and find what you are. 
find what makes you happy, find your place. 




In contrast, the music Is really complex. It 
sounds like you change time signatures a 
lot; this Isn't Just 4/4 stuff. 
Chris: Yeah. Jason and George grew up 
playing jazz together. That's how they know 
each other, so we use that as a foundation 
for everything. What's the point of writing a 
record that we've already written? We 
always try to challenge ourselves. We 
always try. Maybe it's not mindblowmg and 
maybe it doesn't open any new doors. If s all 
been done before, definitely, but we're trying 
to challenge ourselves to do what works for 
us and keep it interesting for us, you know, 
keep it real and keep it urgent. We don't play 
any songs that we're lyrically or musically 
bored with. They're all gone. We don't ever 
play them anymore. If it doesn't mean 
anything anymore, then we don't play it. 
We're always trying to move forward. We're 
always trying to go through what's new, 
what's urgent now. 

And you keep getting better as you keep 
doing It because you get more practice. 
So there's a background In Jazz; It also 
sounds like there's one In old school 
punk. 

Chris: Yeah, me and Chuck are just rock 'n' 
roll punk rock guitar players. If s weird, it's a 
very strange thing sometimes, just this 
straightforward stuff up front and these 
fucking jazz guys tearing it up behind us. If s 
definitely cool to be able to play with different 
people like that. 

I'm starting to understand why I like you 
guys, because about all I've been Into 
recently Is bebop Jazz and old school 
punk. How do you go about putting those 
styles together? 

Chris: It used to be like a typical band - well, 
it wasn't too typical because everyone was 
writing songs - but somebody would bring in 
a complete song and then the band would 
make it their own. Now, we dont even try 
that. We really don't even let each other do 



that. Now we go to practice 5 days a week, 3 
or 4 hours at a time, and just jam. We just all 
let each other do our own things. Nobody is 
telling anybody "This is the guitar part," or 
This is the beat.* It's This is an idea, why 
don't we just fuck around with it and see if it 
goes anywhere." If it does, we just keep 
pounding it and we'll do it for months, 
changing these songs over and over. We 
demo them and listen to the demo, and keep 
in mind this is all without vocals, and we just 
keep evolving the songs and anything that 
doesn't explode in our faces, we toss out 
immediately. We don't even want to deal with 
it. That's how we do it now. We all just talk 
and say, "Where do we want to go with this, 
what are we all thinking for this song?" 
Sometimes, we'll even try to do a song about 
something lyrically and we'll keep that in 
mind when we're doing the music. We'll keep 
the lyrics in mind, the ideas, and try to set 
some moods in there. 

So do you go Into practice with an Idea or 
do you Just let It evolve? 
Chris: Everything. Every one of us will write 
stuff on guitar or sometimes one of us will 
just be standing there when we're taking a 
break and we'll be tooling around on our 
guitar and that'll be a song and sometimes at 
shows, we'll be messing around before the 
show and that'll become a song. It comes 
from everywhere. Sometimes it's planned 
and sometimes it just happens out of 
nowhere. 

So does It ever work In reverse, starting 
off with lyrics and then going to music? 
Chris: We've done that to a limited extent. 
There's definitely been a few times when 
we've been working on something and one 
of us would say, "I'm thinking about this," and 
then we'll work the music around that idea 
from the beginning, but you do have to have 
something to go off of, a first note. We try to 
make sure it's always different. We don't 
want to have a formula for writing songs. Wa 
just want to write songs, and really good 
songs. I want it to be different every time, all 
of us do. We're trying to write songs in as 
many different ways as we can and break 
that formula down and just throw it to the 
fucking ground, throw everything to the 
fucking ground - song structures, everything. 
Who cares? Who cares what you're 
supposed to do. Let's just do what we want 
to do. Let's do what sounds good to us. what 
means something to us. 
What moves you. 

Chris: Yeah. That's how we write songs 
It seems like people are really getting Into 



"Nebraska" album (if s too dark, too grim, too unrepentant - too depressing) on the radio, but 
there have been times when I've been stunned to hear something beyond 'Bom in the 
U.S A" (and other singles off the album of the same name), "Bom To Run" and "Hungry 
Heart." And it always gets me when it happens. 

Despite its sorry state these days - all programming consultants, one hit wonders being 
churned through the meat packaging plant of pop music, stultifying DJs who embody the twin 
spirits of dullness and stupidity, the incessant march toward homogenized popular musical 
styles and increasingly more segregated radio formatting - the medium still possesses the 
capacity to surprise, to astonish, to transcend the limitations imposed upon it The medium 
has a mind of its own, and a willful spirit. I can almost believe that radio is sentient an entity 
beyond tangibility but not beyond apprehension. I've heard too many Celine Dion CDs start to 
skip as I scanned the dial not to believe that radio can be as disgusted by insipid pop as the 
people who listen. I've heard too many good mornings when every song on every station 
screams for joy and liberation from the prison of the airwaves that confine it. 

As I've grown older, I've discovered that many of the people who I consider my closest 
friends were also DJs, just as I was, many years ago. We all worked in different ways, but we 
all had the same goal - making radio worth listening to, even if it was only for a few hours. 
We're all retired now, save for sporadic incursions, border skirmishes that occur when we 
sneak in and commandeer the airwaves for the nefarious purpose of playing music that 
makes us feel alive again, music that we want and need to hear, and songs for people who 
call in and tell us that they need to hear it too. We all approached it like a ministry, like being 
a DJ had the same potential as being a priest. We all had a couple of broken down 
turntables, a few CD players and a microphone and for us, we might as well have been giving 
Mass in the Vatican. At least that's how I always felt as I tore through 60 years of music, 
resequencing and recontextualizing it making sense of it by throwing out all the programming 
rules and listening to things I had never heard before. And there it was, on the dial. In the 
middle of the night when everyone else was asleep, I was awake and spinning, practicing my 
mad scientist craft while the world around me slumbered. I didn't need sleep; I was living my 
dream. 

Radio has always possessed the revolutionary potential to transcend the mundane and offer 
truly extraordinary sounds to listeners (which is to say something beyond the latest trend, be 
it a marginally modernized form of heavy metal tailored to appeal to teen angst, bastardized 
cross-over fusions that manage to bowdlerize musical styles that were insignificant and 
largely irrelevant to begin with, folk covers of rap songs, swing revivals, pop songs that pass 
under the guise of punk and rock stars who experience the chum rate of fans in the Internet 
era): it still does, as long as the mindless and unimaginative excuses for DJs and 
programmers who populate the airwaves like lemmings for fleeting musical trends stay out of 
it entirely. When that happens, magic is possible - anything is possible and the entity of radio 
can begin to exert its will and reveal its spirit to those who actively listen. Every once in a 
while, I hear it as I'm scanning the frequencies, and the sheer joy it inspires - the toe tapping, 
finger snapping, head bobbing, sing-along joy - reminds me why I keep my radio set to scan 
and why I listen as my coffee steams and stations fade in and out while the miles roll by. 

"EQUALLY INSIDIOUS IS THE SMUG, EVEN CONTEMPTUOUS, 
DISMISSAL OF THE IDEA OF MUSIC - OR ANY ART - AS A DEEPER 
MEANS OF COMMUNICATION, AS A CONDUIT FOR PROFOUND 
PERSONAL AND SOCIETAL TRANSFORMATION. TO HOLD ON TO 
THAT BELIEF, TO ACT ON \\ IS TO BE LABELED CLUELESS - OR 
CRAZY" 

ERNEST HARDY 



can hear a song in the middle of nowhere that rocks my world, pull over to the side of the 
road and wait to see if I can find out what it is and after 15 minutes, I still won't even know 
what radio station I'm listening to. I pull back onto the highway and start driving again with the 
knowledge that I might have hallucinated the song because I can't prove it ever existed and 
within 5 minutes, static fills the band where a song once played. 
Maybe the song means more to me that way - 1 hear it once, knowing while I listen that I'll 
probably never hear it again and so I struggle to remember every note, every chord. Of 
course I can't - it's part of the game. I know as I listen that I'll try to remember and still forget 
the song in time, and that those notes and words will be lost to me. Perhaps their transience 
makes them more significant than they would be if I had that record on my shelf. Perhaps 
that fleeting contact makes them mean infinitely more to me than they would if I could reach 
over and turn on my stereo and hear it any time I wanted. Perhaps the combination of luck 
and unavailability, and the knowledge that it is distinctly temporal, make a simple pop song 
significant, If only for three minutes and change. 

The point is that I just don't want to hear the latest MOR guitar pop one hit wonder. I really 
don't care about indistinguishable bands that sound the same, look the same and express the 
same vapid emotions in song and fail to reveal anything real. They're the emotional 
equivalent of processed food - It may temporarily address a hunger, but it isn't nutritious or 
filling. They don't move me. 

These bands (there's really no point in naming them since they will most likely be forgotten 
and replaced by some other interchangeable manufactured pop star by the time you read 
this), treat each lyric as an epiphany, a profound emotional breakthrough which must be 
communicated to everyone within earshot, whether listeners want to hear it or not. You can 
put your heart in a blender and watch it spin around into a beautiful oblivion because s/he's 
so high above you and you can love them always forever, near and far. closer together and 
even though you dont want to miss a thing it still doesn't mean a fucking thing because it 
ain't got that swing. It's just another goddamn pop song which is, if anything, more 
embarrassing than any of the sparkling musical gems contained in Herman and the Hermits' 
catalog ("Mrs. Brown," indeed). 

With that said, I have to confess that some pop gets me. Some of it always has and some of 
it always will. Luckily, most of it is musically respectable. I really don't mind stopping to listen 
to a Bruce Springsteen song because even his throwaway songs carry more emotional 
weight and substance than the most heartfelt efforts of more contemporary and currently 
popular musicians (witness "Dancing in the Dark," a song he wrote at Jon Landau's request 
to flesh out the "Bom in the U.SA" album. Ifs a three-minute castoff of a pop ditty that 
expresses more world-weariness and confusion than songs that set out to capture exactly 
those feelings, such as anything by Fastball or Matchbox 20/Twenty). 

I don't mind stumbling across The Band, or some Dylan or Byrds songs. Van Morrison always 
receives a reprieve from the FM band scan. Dire Straits makes me cry, so I let the dial hold 
when I hear Mark Knopfler's characteristic chording. And every once in a while, I hear 
something truly astonishing that violates every written and unwritten rule of programming, like 
a DJ slapping on all 10 minutes of Bruce Springsteen's "Jungleland" at drive time or playing 
the live version of The Alarm's "Rescue Me" from the "Electric Folklore" EP or any version of 
"The Spirit of '76" ... at times Hke that, I just pull over and listen, stunned by the music I'm 
hearing and nearly equally stunned by the medium. 

After ad, It's not that unusual to hear the full version of Don McLean's "American Pie" - it 
actually happens fairly often, late at night because it's still a fairty popular song (and, in all 
fairness, a pretty damn good one). However, its highly unusual for radio stations to throw on 
side-long tracks that aren't as popular, or by bands that aren't as well known. As an example. 
I can't imagine ever hearing Dire Straits' majestic, stately "Telegraph Road" on the radio, 
despite its shimmering late night alienation blues. On the other hand, I can't get away from 
"Money for Nothing." Therefore, it's always surprising to hear radio programming consultants, 
via their DJ proxies, digging deeper into bands and records. It is always rewarding to hear. I 
may not be able to imagine the unlikely event of hearing the title cut from Bruce Springsteen's 






It 

Chris: Yeah, it's been great lately. 
I know from my end of things, I felt kind 
of like I did when I first heard HQsker DO, 
not like I'm trying to compare the bands, 
but I got the same kind of feeling off the 
musk. 

Chris: Thafs cool. man. Thafs some serious 
shit Husker DO is some serious shit. 
I know I keep bouncing around with these 
questions, but going back to the sense of 
community, from everything I've heard, It 
sounds like Gainesville Is this really tight- 
knit community. 

Chris: Its a really small town. About a third 
of the total population there is students and 
its a little teeny town and its all really 
condensed. The outskirts might be the 
residents and families and stuff, but the core 
of the city is the students. We're all packed 
into a couple of miles. All these bands, all 
these artists, all of our friends, we're all 
packed into the same place. You live there 
for a year and you'll be able to walk a block 
and see 10 people you know. Everybody 
hangs out at the same places, everybody 
knows each other. It's like any small town, 
its just that there's a shitload of fucking punk 
rockers there. It's a really small town and in 
any town that's that small, there's always 
going to be a huge sense of community 
because it is. Its your community. Its very 
urgent. Its a small town and everything that 
happens affects you directly. Its not a big 
city where shit is going on across town. Its 
in your front yard every day, so there's 
definitely a huge sense of community and it 
comes through in everybody's songs. All the 
bands and all the artists, everybody. You 
definitely know. You go Into town and you 
know the scene. You can feel rt, you can 
hear It when people talk. It's awesome. It's 
why we moved there. We're not from there, 
we moved there. None of us are even from 
Florida, but we met around Tampa. All of our 
families live around there, like south of 
Tampa. A half hour south of St Pete is 
where we're all from. Thats where we all 
met. I met those guys and then two or three 
months later after I met them, we were like, 
"Let's move to Gainesville." Wa had two 
different bands at that point and the scene 
was dead where we were. I had been going 
to Gainesville for a long time, I loved rt, I 
knew the scene. I knew the community. I 
knew the vibe. We were all just like, "Yeah, 
lets go, lets try to do some music, lets 
really try rt." So we moved to Gainesville and 
thats the reason. 



Do you think Gainesville affects your 
music? 

Chris: Totally. There's songs about what we 
were just talking about. There's songs about 
our community. There's a lot of songs about 
small town politics and the way it affects you. 
I'd rather not say which songs, I'd rather that 
just be evident, but it totally does. Any 
community affects what you're going to do. 
New York, crazy town and an the bands are 
really intense, really powerful and pounding 
the shit out of you. Out here, its sunny and 
beautiful and there's a smooth thing going 
out here. 

Either that or you get the cloth jacket 
•mo boys. 

Chris: Yeah. In general, there are always 
exceptions, but you can totally tell. 
So the region helps determine the sound. 
Chris: Its definitely a factor. Its not the only 
factor, but it's a factor, definitely. I mean, if 
you move to fucking Costa Rica for a year, 
you're going to make a pretty mellow album. 
It's just the way it happens. Your 
environment is a very big factor, definitely. 
Going back to what you said when we 
were talking about "Our Own Way, " It 
sounds like you want to let people get 
their own meaning. 

Chris: We leave it open. Exactly. That's the 
thing. I dont know if Its really on purpose, 
but most of our songs are not like, "Here's 
the problem and here's the solution." Most of 
the time, you don't even know what the hell 
we're talking about because we're not really 
talking about the problem, we're talking 
about how we're dealing with it and how 
we're thinking and what we're feeling at this 
moment, so yeah, they're always open to 
everything. There are very few songs of ours 
that you could tell me what its about and be 
right There's very few songs. You can have 
an idea, like the feeling that's going on, like 
this song is about heartbreak or anger or 
whatever. Thats what I always like when I 
listen to bands. I like being able to relate to 
stuff. I like being able to put myself in the 
record so that probably has a lot to do with 
why we do that. 

Yeah, and you also take on the big 
concepts like unity and solidarity. 
Chris: Yeah. Sometimes I feel like unrty, like 
that song "At the End of a Gun." the chorus 
of that song is "Unify, unify." I was sitting 
there, writing that, and I wrote rt down on the 
paper but I didn't really plan on keeping it 
that way. I just wanted something that went 
with that idea and I wrote that down to keep 
it in my memory. I was just writing ideas 
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